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For those who rise after every fall.
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I met Christine in the Silver Division of Holiday on Ice, in late 1985. She was new to the show, still figuring out the unwritten rules of life on the road, and I was immediately drawn to her— Truth is, I started Figure skating as a young teen to be around pretty girls rather than a hockey team full of jocks. 

And Christine was exactly that; she was beautiful, not to mention I’ve always been attracted to blondes! There was something in the way she carried herself, determined, as though nothing put in front of her would stop her from achieving her ultimate dream.

What you're about to read is Christine's story, but it's also the story of us—of what we built together in cramped rehearsal spaces and vast arenas, in moments of triumph and in the darker moments we rarely talked about. 

It's honest in ways that might make some people uncomfortable, and it should.  







The world of show skating wasn't always glamorous. It was brutal at times, unforgiving, and it demanded everything from us—our bodies, our time, our relationship, and sometimes our sense of who we were outside the spotlight. 

Christine writes about our partnership with the same intensity she brought to every lift, every performance, every challenge we faced. She doesn't sugarcoat the difficulties—not the injuries, not the sacrifices, not even the moments when we failed each other. That honesty is what makes this book important. It's not a fairy tale. It's her experience.

Christine was a very accomplished solo skater, myself a pair skater, I agreed to teach her some lifts, work on pairs skating only to keep my romantic partner happy. I had no idea at the time, this “pretty new girl” was setting me – us on the start of an amazing career, partners on the ice, and in life. In the relentless pursuit of something bigger than either of us could achieve alone.

When we started skating together, I knew it would be difficult. She was taller than ideal for pair skating, and we were both raw, still learning what it meant to trust another person completely with your safety, your career, your dreams.

But what she lacked in experience, she made up for in sheer determination. She worked harder than anyone I knew—waking early to run, staying late to practice, pushing through injuries that would have sidelined others. She wanted it more than anyone, and that drive pushed both of us to become better than we ever thought possible.

The lifts you'll read about in these pages—the ones that looked effortless under the lights—were built through countless falls, adjustments, and moments of doubt. Every time we stepped on the ice together, we were gambling that our trust would hold, that our bodies would cooperate, that the years of work would translate into those perfect minutes of performance. 

Most of the time, it did. Sometimes, it didn't. But we always got back up. Christine has always been resilient in ways I couldn't fully appreciate until years later. 

The challenges she faced—as a woman in show skating, as a mother trying to balance career and family, as someone who repeatedly had to prove she belonged—shaped herself into someone who refused to quit, even when quitting would have been easier.

She writes about fear and failure not as abstract concepts, but as real experiences she lived through and learned from. That perspective is what makes her story valuable not just to skaters, but to anyone who's ever doubted themselves, ever fallen, ever wondered if they could get back up.

Our journey together—those first days in Holiday on Ice to stages across twenty-two countries, from Holiday on Ice chorus to principal skaters, from young romance to marriage and parenthood—wasn't always smooth.

We navigated successes and struggles, moments of connection and moments of fracture. But through it all, the ice remained our constant. It was where we made sense together, where we spoke a language only we understood, where we built something that transcended the individual and became greater than the sum of our parts.

Reading this book, I was reminded of moments I'd forgotten and challenged by perspectives I hadn't fully considered. Christine's voice—honest, reflective, unflinching—brings to life not just our story, but the broader world of show skating in a way I've never seen captured before. She writes about the beauty and the cost, the spotlight and the shadows, the triumph and the price we paid for it.

I mentioned why started figure skating, it helped I was strong and happened to be good at lifting, however skating was never my passion. It absolutely was Christine’s. This is her story, told in her words, from her perspective. 

There are moments where my own memories differ, where I might have told it differently—that's the nature of shared experience. But what matters is that she's telling show life as she experienced it and doing so with courage and clarity.

If you're reading this because you're a skater, you'll recognize yourself in these pages—the nerves before a performance, the physical toll, the mental battles, the small victories that no one else sees. 

If you're reading this because you face challenges in your own sport or career or life, you'll find something here too: proof that resilience is built, not born, and that falling is only failure if you refuse to rise.

Christine's journey taught me that strength isn't about never falling—it's about getting back up, adjusting, learning, and trying again. It's about perseverance when everything in you wants to quit. It's about believing in yourself even when the evidence suggests you shouldn't, and working until that belief becomes justified.

I'm proud of what we built together on and off the ice. But I'm equally proud of the woman who wrote this book—someone who looked back at a difficult, beautiful, complicated journey, and chose to share it honestly, hoping it might help someone else navigate their own path. The ice is hard, cold and unforgiving. It taught us both that truth early and reinforced it often.

This book honours that same principle: it tells the truth, even when the truth is hard. I hope you find something in these pages that resonates, that challenges you, that reminds you of your own capacity to endure and rise.

Dion
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A MESSAGE FROM MY SON
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My first memories aren't of a nursery or a backyard. They're of hotels, airplanes, and arenas of cold air, of dressing rooms cluttered with costumes and protein bars, of watching my mother transform from the woman who packed my snacks into someone who thousands paid money to see fly across the ice.

From the time I was born I traveled with my parents on their skating tours, and by age six, I'd seen more of the world than most kids see in a lifetime. But the real journey wasn't the one across continents, it was the one happening quietly in the moments between performances. 

My mother was a professional athlete, but she was also a full-time mom in an era before anyone talked about "work-life balance." She made it look seamless, though I know now it was anything but. She'd be practicing lifts with my dad one moment, helping me tie my shoes the next.

The same determination that kept her on the ice after injuries kept her awake through my childhood fevers in foreign hotel rooms. The discipline that built her career also built our family. What strikes me most, reading her story now, is how much of what she taught me wasn't about skating or athletic performance at all.

Yes, she taught me to be physically strong, how to fall, how to get up quickly, and how to trust my body to do difficult things. But more importantly, she built something less visible: psychological and emotional resilience. She taught me that fear is just information, not a stop sign. That your worth isn't measured by a single performance, but by your willingness to try again.

That the hardest battles are the ones nobody sees the dark dressing rooms, the moments of doubt, the decision to rise when staying down would be easier. Those lessons traveled with me long after our touring days ended.

When I went on to play NAIA-level baseball, I wasn't the most naturally talented player on the field. But I was one of the most resilient. I'd been watching resilience my entire life seeing my mother skate through pain, perform through doubt, and somehow still have energy left to be present for me.

The ice taught her that endurance leads to success, and she passed that truth down like an inheritance. This book is her story, but in many ways, it's mine too. It's the story of how my mother learned that strength isn't about never falling, it's about the split-second choice to rise.

That perfection isn't the goal; perseverance is.

And that the most powerful performances aren't always under spotlights sometimes they're in quiet moments when you choose to show up again for the people who need you. The ice was my mother's first language, but resilience is the one she taught me, and this book will help us learn to speak it as fluently as she does.

With gratitude and love, 

Connor
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PREFACE
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I didn't set out to write a book about perfection. This isn't a story about flawless performances or a career without stumbles. If that's what you're looking for, you'll be disappointed by the third chapter.

This is a book about falling—and getting back up. About the moment your timing is off and you're on the ice before you can think, and the choice you make in that split second: stay down or rise. 

It's about the thousand small failures that no one sees, the mistakes that happen in empty arenas during practice, the doubts that whisper in the dark before a performance. It's about learning that those moments—the ones we fear most, the ones that make us want to quit—are often the ones that shape us into who we're meant to become.

I wrote this book to share my journey through the glittering, gruelling world of show skating, a life lived on ice in travelling towns across twenty-two countries. 

The highs were intoxicating—the spotlight, the applause, the feeling of flight when a lift went perfectly, and the crowd roared. But the lows cut deeper than any blade: the weekly weigh-ins that reduced us to numbers, the injuries that threatened everything we'd built, the homesickness that gnawed at twenty-two-year-old me dragging a steamer trunk through Heathrow airport, the conflict between motherhood and the spotlight.

Those challenges and difficulties, the ones I wanted to hide or run from, allowed me to grow as both a performer and a person. They taught me resilience when my body broke, and doctors said I might never skate again. They taught me fearlessness when I had to step onto the ice in front of Olympic legends, wondering if I belonged.

They taught me that strength isn't the absence of fear—it's skating anyway, lifting anyway, performing anyway, even when your hands shake and your heart pounds and everything in you screams to stay safe, stay small, stay hidden.

I wanted to share this story with skaters who struggle with nerves, with confidence, with the mental battles that happen long before you ever step on the ice. I wanted you to know that every skater you admire has fallen, has doubted, has stood in a dark dressing room wondering if they're good enough. 

The difference isn't talent—it's the getting back up that matters most. It's perseverance when your body aches and your spirit falters. It's the clear focus on goals even when the path forward is obscured by fear or failure or other people's expectations.

But this book isn't just for skaters. It's for anyone facing challenges in their sport, their career, their life. For anyone who's ever made a mistake and feared it defined them. For anyone who's fallen—literally or metaphorically—and wondered if they could rise again. I want you to know that a fall, a mistake, a failure is not the end. It's not something to be afraid of. It's information. It's a teacher. It's the thing that shows you what you're made of and what you're capable of becoming.

And when the music changes, when the career you built can no longer hold you, when your body says "enough" or life demands a different path—reinvention is possible. Transition from one moment to another, one career to another, one version of yourself to the next is not just possible, it's something to embrace. 

I learned to skate at two years old, but I've had to learn to be many other things since: a partner, a mother, a woman whose identity extended beyond the ice. Each transition was terrifying. Each one taught me something I needed to know.

The ice was my first language, the place where everything made sense. But the real lessons—about resilience, about courage, about who I was beneath the sequins and the spotlight—those came from the falls, not the successes.

This is my story. These are my scars and my triumphs, my mistakes and my persistence. I offer them to you not as a blueprint, but as proof: you can fall and rise. You can fail and try again. You can reinvent yourself as many times as life demands. The ice taught me its cold truth early: endure, and you'll fly.

I'm still learning to fly.  

Christine
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CHAPTER 1: Across the World to Gap (1985)
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***
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Every departure begins with trembling hands and an unsteady heart—but those who leap despite the fear discover what they're truly made of.

***
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I sat shivering in the cargo section of a train heading to the south of France, my steamer trunk my only companion, tears freezing on my cheeks as I wondered if leaving Toronto was a colossal mistake. 

In the Fall of 1985, at 22, I'd bet everything on Holiday on Ice, a glittering escape from the emptiness that had haunted me since retiring from competitive figure skating at 19.

From age two, skating was my lifeblood-the feel of leaping into the air fearlessly, spinning, flowing across the ice, the Zamboni's impatient beep the only force to break that spell. I never wanted to leave the rink; it was freedom, the cool wind on my skin, the growl of blades carving edges.

By 16, my life was consumed by early mornings and late nights-6 a.m. practices, school, then back to the rink, my backpack heavy with textbooks and heavier still with two pairs of skates. Fall, winter, spring, summer-the grind never changed: rink, school, rink again, homework squeezed between sessions. 

I was told my jumps rivalled men's, huge with speed and power. By 14, I was working on double axels, beginning to rotate triples. But in Central Ontario's rinks, the Canadian Figure Skating Association's politics decided who soared and who stalled.

When an official recommended I train with an Olympic coach at a prestigious skating school north of Toronto, my local club withheld that recommendation. That decision cost me everything. I learned too late that in competitive skating, who you knew mattered as much as what you could do.

Watching skaters from elite clubs dominated podiums while I struggled for recognition, I begged my parents to let me switch to one of the most prestigious clubs in the city. It was an enormous ask—membership fees cost thousands, plus ice time and coaching. Guilt stabbed at my heart as my mother returning to work to cover the costs; her eyes weary from 5 a.m. rink trips before full workday, I became more determined to succeed.

The 45-minute drive from Scarborough became untenable, so I started taking the bus—a 90-minute trek each way. Eventually, I convinced them to let me board across the street from the club Monday through Friday, hoping that training at an elite club with top coaches might finally open doors that local club politics had closed.

At the skating club, I encountered fierce rivalry, crushing criticism from coaches, and rampant eating disorders. The pressure to be perfect, to stay thin and the isolation from family eroded my self-esteem, planting seeds of survival behaviours that would haunt me for years.

Two injuries—a blade through my shin that severed muscle and nerves, another through my upper ankle—forced months off the ice, pushing me farther behind competitors. By 1982, a CFSA official delivered the final blow: I was "too old" to invest in. At 19, my amateur career was over. The forced retirement shattered me—skating was my everything.

Lost, I enrolled at the University of Toronto, going through the motions without purpose. For two years, I drifted, hollow where the drive of competitive skating used to live. Depression slipped in quietly. Regret gnawed at me—a restless ache that refused to let go.

[image: A person in a red dress jumping in the air
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On one sleepless night, choking back doubt, I scrawled out a resume with trembling hands, gathered grainy skating photos, and mailed it all to Holiday on Ice, barely daring to hope. A contract came back. Within weeks, I was headed for Gap, France—a small mountain town with no airport, just an ice surface promising a fresh start.

At 22, with my heart thudding like a warning bell, I hauled my trunk forward, risking everything for another shot at the spotlight. Those early battles—against favouritism, politics, injury, and heartbreak—had forged the grit I'd need as a professional. But first, I had to survive getting there.

***
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In our Toronto home, the scent of my mother's cooking—roast beef—clung to the air, comfort and reminder of home I'd soon miss. After dinner, I steeled myself, heart pounding, for the conversation I dreaded. "I'm going to France," I said, voice steady but thin.

My mother's face crumpled. "If you go, you'll stay, I'll never see you again," she choked, tears spilling. "My daughter will be gone." She'd sacrificed her dreams for my skating—the fatigue of 5 a.m. drives, savings drained for coaches and costumes, leaving little for my four brothers.

She feared foreign dangers, accidents in faraway rinks, or maybe it was her own regrets—academics unfinished, a life half-lived—mirrored in me. My father sat silent, head bowed, knowing my resolve. Later that evening I found my suitcase hidden under her bed—a desperate bid to keep me home. "I have to go, Mom," I said, voice cracking.

Her sadness flared to anger; she refused my hug. My father's silence stung—he'd worked too hard to see me ditch university for "the circus," as he called it. "It's one year," I told them. Excitement wrestled dread. Packing was brutal—two suitcases, two carry-ons, a steamer trunk stuffed for every climate.

The drive to Pearson Airport was shrouded in silence, each mile a reminder of all that was being left unsaid. My mother stayed home, refusing to come—her absence its own cold weight—while my father's disappointment seeped into every glance.

My arrival at the airport must have been a spectacle—two overstuffed suitcases tilting precariously on one cart while my father managed the unwieldy trunk. Even the check-in clerk paused, eyes widening, before muttering about weight limits. I tried to brush it off with a muffled quip—"Haha, you know, show skaters"—hoping humour might mask the panic pulsing beneath my skin.

With my luggage checked, my father and I made our way to the international gates in slow, reluctant steps. He stopped short, his usual reserve breaking, eyes glossed with tears he rarely shed. He pulled me in, hugging me fiercely as if he could imprint his reassurance onto my heart. "I'll miss you," he whispered. "You'll succeed, I know you. And you're always welcome home." 

His rare tears cut deep, saying everything words could not. As I walked towards the gate doors, my mother appeared—crying, arms waving. "Christine!" she screamed as the doors closed.

That was the last time I would see her for a very long time. No cell phone to call her, to tell her I'd miss her; to say I forgave her harsh words. I boarded and sat, face turned towards the window, crying silently, heart aching for what I was leaving behind and anxious about what lay ahead.

The flight to London was a blur—sadness, worry, excited nerves. Heathrow hit like a shockwave—crowds, noise, confusion. First hurdle: fitting my trunk, suitcases, and carry-ons onto carts. Two carts, one pushed, one pulled, testing my skater's muscles.

Twice I nearly lost control navigating the massive airport maze. Outside, cab after cab turned me down—"Not a chance, love"—no taxi big enough for my load. Mini-vans weren't a thing in the mid-80s. Finally, an old-styled hackney carriage saved me, the big iconic black cab with double doors opening for extra space. Without help, I loaded the trunk and bags, squished in beside them, and headed for the train station.

We arrived at Victoria Station—a maze of marble floors, shouting vendors, the air thick with the smell of fish and chips. Dragging my trunk with luggage pilled high to the Dover train, scuff marks earned a custodian's yell: "Oi! You're muckin' the floor!" Arms burning, I mumbled apologies, doubt screaming in my head: What am I doing?

Two escalators later, each a battle, I made it out, arms numb, shoulders burning. Security eyed me, wands beeping over my skate blades. I boarded the Dover train, my trunk and luggage stowed in cargo, and stared out the window as green fields blurred past. The rhythmical clacking of the wheels lulled me, eyes closing briefly—a reprieve before the conductor's shout: "Dover Station!"

At the port, the gangplank loomed—steep as the hills we'd used for cardio training. No help in sight. Carry-ons dangled across my shoulders, purse swinging as I yanked and pulled, the trunk's handle bit into my hands.

Halfway up, my knuckles bled, scraped raw. I paused every few feet, chest heaving, until I reached the ferry deck, slumping beside my trunk, ignoring stares from elegantly dressed passengers.

The Channel crossing was peaceful, the ferry gliding over gentle waves as autumn’s cool, salt-tinged breeze swept across my face. That familiar scent of seawater carried me back to childhood beach vacations—laughter over sun-warmed sand, moments that felt safe and simple.

Sailing away from Dover, the iconic white cliffs rose in the distance, and for a moment, my history textbooks came to life. But even with the sights and memories, the ache in my back and tremor in my legs refused to let go. As Calais appeared on the horizon, it offered a flicker of hope, even if the journey ahead was still uncertain.

Down the plank was easier, though knuckles still raw. Calais's dock offered mercy—two attendants loaded my trunk into a train's cargo car bound for Paris. I exhaled, thinking the worst was over. 

Paris shattered that hope. At Gare de Lyon, a French announcement too fast for my rusty French slipped past me. The train split—my trunk and luggage in the cargo half heading south, the passenger car I was on bound for Gare du Nord.

I leapt off, waving, tears streaming. "My trunk, my skates!" The conductor, grey moustache twitching, looked at me with sympathy and annoyance. My ticket was only for the northbound train—no transfer, no seat on the crowded southbound train to Gap. With all passenger spots taken, he quietly offered a stark alternative: ride with the cargo.

Ten hours overnight, no heat, no seat, just a cold metal trunk. I curled beside it, bruised, hungry, shivering in a thin jacket, the rails' clatter matching my racing pulse. My stomach growled—my last meal had been dinner with my family. Doubt clawed: You're not tough enough. You've already messed up.

Panic set in: What if something happens in this cargo car, there’s no one to help? I didn't sleep, just curled up tighter to stay warm, fighting to stay calm. I closed my eyes and prayed—it had been a while. I'd been Catholic all my life, though prayer had faded. Now, faith was all I had. The cargo car rocked me to an uneasy sleep.

Gap's station greeted me at dawn, a sleepy speck of a town—early Fall colours creeping up the distant mountain peaks, a faint whisper of snow clinging to the summits. Again, like in London, no taxis big enough. After 2 hours, lots of haggling and a 50-franc bribe, two drivers split my belongings and hauled them to an old, quaint hotel. Narrow stairs, no elevator, a tiny room with a twin bed barely fitting my suitcases, the mattress sagging under a musty blanket.

The trunk stayed in the lobby—another fee. Gap's streets were still sleepy—no restaurants or bakeries open after 9 a.m., no 24-hour convenience stores like back home. A shuttered patisserie mocked my hunger; this would be one of many adjustments to a new culture I'd have to navigate. I slumped on the bed, exhaustion winning, but the ice waited. No internet, no cell phone to call home for reassurance, no safety net—my mother's sob echoing in my mind. I collapsed, fully clothed, too tired to worry. If this was show life, I'd persevere. I'd learn its rules.

***
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The next morning, arriving at the show's location, an industrial building hid the glitter and spectacle inside. Holiday on Ice's glamorous world was a far cry from Toronto rinks. 

Stepping inside, the contrast from bright sun to darkness made my eyes adjust slowly, shapes and people coming into focus.
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I stood in awe—electrical cables snaking everywhere, lighting hauled high above, two-storey props looming behind velvet curtains. I entered the seating area from backstage—a small ice surface glowing under lights. Beautiful show skaters warmed up in 1980s leotards, leg warmers, and sweaters wrapped around their tiny waists, elegant and perfect in their movements.

I navigated cables and equipment to a tall man with a clipboard—the show director. "Hi, I'm Christine," my voice small. He smiled, shouted to the line captain, and pointed. "Anne-Marie, over there, go see her, she'll set you up." He turned, barking corrections to skaters on the ice.

I approached the makeshift dressing rooms—curtained partitions cluttered with bags and belongings. Anne-Marie, the ladies' line captain, tiny and older, peered over her glasses. "And you are?" she asked, then pointed. "In there, last room, your name is on your spot."  

[image: A group of women in a dressing room
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I squeezed into the crowded space, rows of chairs, makeup tables, and mirrors labeled with names, each the personal spot for each chorus girl. At the back, I spotted a small folding chair and a tiny table, with a piece of masking tape bearing my name stuck on the mirror. I set my skates down, my heart sinking as doubts washed over me.

Oh God, had I made a huge mistake? Where were the glamour and prestige I had dreamt of? I sat frozen, feeling the weight of anticipation turning into uncertainty. Had I truly left the comfort of home and university for this makeshift area, so crowded and devoid of the sparkle I envisioned?

My expectations of what a showgirl's dressing room should look like crumbled in the face of this stark reality. I sat there, lost in thought, until Anne-Marie's head popped in. "What are you doing? Why aren't you out on the ice? They're waiting for you! Don't make the choreographer and director wait again," she snapped.

Panic hit—no one told me I had to get my skates on and get on the ice. I'd just arrived, and already I was messing up. Always be ready, I learned—the show's second brutal lesson. They wouldn't fetch you; you needed to be ready; your time was theirs to waste.

Skates laced, I stepped onto the ice, ego bruised, heart pounding. All heads turned to see who had kept everyone waiting. I mumbled apologies and moved to the back of the group, hoping to hide from the show director's glare. I'd made a poor first impression; it would be hard to recover from.

The director, a wiry Norwegian, continued explaining rehearsal schedules and routines each "newbie" would need to learn, clutching his clipboard like a weapon. "Weigh-ins are tomorrow," he added. "You'll each get a target weight you must keep."

“Each week you're over, you'll be fined, your name and weight posted on the call board”—I'd later learn it was called the "fat list"—and after three consecutive fines, you may be cut." My stomach twisted. What will my target weight be? Am I overweight? 

I scanned the veteran skaters—tall, fit, some painfully thin. Eating disorders and body dysmorphia had shadowed my amateur years, but this felt worse. University had softened my training tone, my weight slightly up. How low will they set it? Panic surged—my show dream could end before it started.

I took a deep breath, leaning into the grit I'd built as a competitive skater. Shaking out my legs, I pressed into my skates, knees and ankles bending to ease out the tension. Eyes—choreographer, director, veterans—followed me as I warmed up, judging. Were they sizing me up? I focused on the cool wind on my face as I moved across the ice, that familiar feeling anchoring me.

A smile crept in—speed, flow, freedom, the rink's pulse once again. I knew this feeling; I had longed for this. I jumped, spun, flowed, the ice's growl under my blades drowning doubt. For a moment, no worry, just the freedom of the ice.

***
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Thought for the Journey

Every beginning asks for more faith than skill. You don't have to be fearless, only willing to take the first step. Opportunity and growth live beyond comfort—sometimes, all you need is the courage to lace up and try.

***
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I wasn't "Barbie" yet, just a rookie with a pair of skates, a trunk, and a dream. But I'd fought oceans, rails, and my own panic to reach this ice. Whatever came—fines, criticism, or glares—I'd skate through to claim that spotlight.
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CHAPTER 2: The Spotlight's Price (1998)
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***
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The stage beckons with a fragile promise: that the applause will somehow mend what years of hunger and hope have left undone.

***
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Under the bright lights of Wembley Arena, February 1998, I soared, my blades hissing against the ice, the crowd's quiet buzz of excited whispering a pulse in my chest. The cold air bit at my cheeks, familiar and sharp, a sensation I'd known since childhood.

At 35, colleagues and newspaper reviews called us the ice show's "Ken and Barbie," and here we were, principal skaters in Torvill and Dean's Adventures on Ice, a pinnacle in our professional skating career. My blond hair drawn back in my signature ponytail, sequins catching the spotlight like fire, each tiny bead reflecting light in a thousand directions. A moment in time we would remember, but it came at a cost.

Dion gripped my waist, his fingers finding the exact placement we'd practised hundreds of times, hoisting me into a detroiter, spinning me high above his head as if I were a barbell, our bodies a single arc defying gravity. The air rushed past, cold and sharp, my heart pounding as I extended, toes pointed, arms reaching, every muscle engaged, the ice a blur below.

I could feel the strength in his arms, the certainty in his grip, the wordless communication that came from years of partnership. Perfection was our currency—13 years since Holiday on Ice, my first day in Gap, France, every muscle honed for this moment, every breath calculated, every gesture precise.
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